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His moods were violent. He was as ready to kill as to love;
to curse as to kiss ; to blame as to praise. He could be tender
and childlike, or he could throw a hammer at one's head.
That was the atmosphere in which I worked.
Once, when I brought a little figurine of Margaret for his
judgment, he exclaimed enthusiastically (rare for him):
" Clare, you're a genius ! "
He seemed to approve also of a little wax head of the Crewe
baby, but when I worked under his eye he paralysed me with
his scorn and whatever might be well begun was always ill
ended. He would glower at me and demand:
" Where is the plumb line ? "   And I meekly:
" I didn't use a plumb line."
He gruffly: " How do you expect to get anything straight
without using a plumb line ? "
" I can tell by my eye."
" How can your eye tell you whether that head is in line
with the left leg ? "
" I know it is." I dodged the plumb which he threw at
me.
" Prove it! "
I fumbled with the plumb line and he turned his back.
When he looked again everything was changed, wrong, out of
proportion.
" What have you done ? "
" I've used the plumb line."
We glowered at one another, he like a dog that is going to
spring, I like a cat that's going to fly. Discouraged and angry
I'd fling my day's work on to the floor and flatten it. Then
over a cup of tea, sitting on the dusty model-stand amid the
sticky remains of our sardine and cheese lunch, he would talk
to me about art, and the uphill work of it, and the heart-
break and the joy of it, and the eternal dissatisfaction with
oneself and the desire to attain the unattainable. We would
discuss projects, stimulate one another to renewed efforts,
and I would go home tired, having accomplished nothing,
but with a great happiness, a kind of reawakening to a new
life.

